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continued: "If I had died at the age of Shelley and Keats, I would have
left behind nothing but a few rejected manuscripts, very neatly written in
long-hand. I was too lazy and timid by nature to lay hold of half the
opportunities or a tenth of the money that a conventionally ambitious
man would have grasped. Like an ass it was my lot to be modest, to have
developed a good ear, to work hard and to be content with plain fare,
and naturally to be underestimated by the human being. Now why am
I telling you all this? I always put down my strength to my power of
forgetting things not immediately useful to me but I seem now to be
remembering trifles and forgetting urgencies. Now...."
An Admiral butterfly, a beautiful eager thing, had perched on a
mushy decaying potato that had yielded a fine crop of potatoes and even
in this state attracted beauty to itself.
"Is that a flower?" he asked.
"No, a butterfly."
"Some of these things go travelling right across the seas. I'm more
like a rooted tree."
A tree that stood tall and erect, with his roots exposed to the world.
He continued:
"I haven't done too badly. When you consider who we were who
set out to reverse the basis of society: a few refugees working in the
British Museum, a few spouters^ a few saints and one or two cracked
writers and artists who spoilt their limited chances of ever making a
livelihood, and now capitalism is reeling and rocking. I know too much
about boxing to take for granted that capitalism is going to be counted
out. What seems a deadly blow often makes no impression. It's had to
take some hard knocks: The Fabian Essays, my Intelligent Woman's Guide,
and soon my new book, A Gentle Swing to the Left!'
He left behind some galley proofs for me to read.
We awoke very early to find the house captured. Soldiers in full
battle-dress stood idling outside and armoured cars and deadly tanks
lined the lanes past Shaw's Corner and through the village. The village
had been taken by the 'Germans,' who had a pleasant Northern dialect
and a thirst for good strong tea. I had to show my identity card even
when I brought out the drink and a packet of cigarettes. They informed
me that they have got the English just where they wanted them; they \
were caught in a trap and would be smoked out. And they wouldn't go
before they had got Shaw's autograph.